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INTERVIEW: CAVAN SCOTT 


CAVAN SCOTT 
WILD ADVENTURE 


Popular Star Wars author Cavan Scott tells Insider how his childhood 
ambition took him to the heart of a galaxy far, far away. 


pril 15, 2019 
was the day 
A when Star Wars 
fans heard the 
phrase ‘Project 
Luminous’ 
for the first time. Lucasfilm’s 
multi-year publishing initiative 
was announced at Star Wars 
Celebration Chicago, along with 
the writers forming the creative 
team—Charles Soule, Claudia 
Gray, Justina Ireland, Daniel José 
Older, and Cavan Scott. Project 
Luminous became The High 
Republic, and for one British 
writer, it started with breakfast 
at San Diego Comic-Con. 
“T met up with Lucasfilm 
Publishing’s creative director, 
Michael Siglain, for breakfast,” 
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recalls Cavan Scott. “He said, 
‘We've got this opportunity 
coming up. We’re putting 
together a team, but I can’t 

tell you who that team is.’ 
Basically, would I be interested 
in being a part of this group who 
will create a new era within Star 
Wars publishing. Of course I said 
yes, immediately!” 

For the writer of Marvel’s 
best-selling Star Wars: The High 
Republic comic, it’s fitting that 
the beginning of Scott’s journey 
into a galaxy far, far away came 
in comic-book form. 

“Issue #16 of the U.K. Star 
Wars Weekly comic was my first 
experience of Star Wars in 1978,” 
says the British writer. “I was five 
and I hadn’t seen Star Wars, but 
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“WHEN I SAW STAR WARS: THE EMPIRE STRIKES BACK 
(1980), | DON’T THINK | PROPERLY UNDERSTOOD 

IT, BUT IT WAS SUCH A SPECTACLE. BY THE TIME OF 
RETURN OF THE JEDI (7983), | WAS ALL IN.” 


everyone knew about it. My first 
experience of Star Wars storytelling 
was picking up that comic, which 
featured Jaxxon’s first appearance.” 
(You can find out more about 
Scott’s admiration for the green 
rabbit on the next page.) 


Early Influence 
For the young Scott, born in Bristol 
in the southwest of England, Star 
Wars imprinted in special ways. “T 
picked up Star Wars Weekly, and in 
the U.K. we had the ‘Read-Along’ 
tapes and books—you turned the 
page when R2 bleeped,” he laughs. 
“When I saw Star Wars: The Empire 
Strikes Back (1980), I don’t think 
I properly understood it, but it was 
such a spectacle. By the time of 
Return of the Jedi (1983), I was all 
in. Jabba’s palace blew my mind, 
it paid off on the promise of the 
comics and books that this galaxy 
was huge.” 

Growing up in the 1970s and 
80s, Scott devoured television, 
films, books, magazines, and > 
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comics, developing a life-long 
affinity for science-fiction, spies, 
horror, and everything in between. 
A childhood love of Star Wars, 
alongside other classics such as 
Doctor Who (1963-present), Star 
Trek (1966-present), Batman, and 
Spider-Man, encouraged Scott’s 
earliest creative flair. 

“Twas drawing comics,” recalls 
Scott. “I’m not a natural artist, and I 
used to draw cartoon versions. They 
were the biggest mashups. It wasn’t 
pure Star Wars, it was Star Wars, a bit 
of Star Trek and Battlestar Galactica 
(1978-1979). It was a toy box. 

“T wanted to write full time,” 
Scott recalls clearly. “It was in the 
back of my mind that I wanted 
to do what I’m doing now, but I 
couldn’t imagine how you got to 
write Star Wars or Doctor Who. 

I just thought, ‘You don’t get to 
write this stuff. You’re a fan, and 
that’s how it works.’ So, writing 
about these things seemed like 

the obvious choice. Working in 
magazines I thought was a good 
way to meet people and learn how 
things work.” 

Gaining commissions from 
British science-fiction magazine 
SEX in the late 1990s, Scott moved 
on to wider roles in the magazine 
industry, but always looking towards 
the fictional universes he loved. An 
early career break saw a move into 
Big Finish Production’s acclaimed 
full-cast audio dramas based on 
Doctor Who, but Star Wars still felt 
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like a galaxy too far away. “I was 
writing Doctor Who audios—British; | 
Blake’s 7 (1978-1981)—British. 
2000 AD and Judge Dredd, all 
homegrown. Star Wars still felt like 
it happened ‘over there.’” 

Making the jump to full-time 
writing in 2010, Scott cites his 
work in children’s publishing as 
a key turning point. “Skylanders 
is massively important,” he says 
of the book series based on the 
‘toys-to-life’ videogame launched 
in 2011. “With any of this, it’s 
working hard, but also being in 
the right place at the right time. 
You make your own luck, but you 
need that moment of luck. I ended 
up writing 25 Skylanders books 
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and I was taken on by an agent; 
she had a call from Egmont asking 
if she had anyone who would be 
appropriate for Star Wars. That 
was the call that led to Star Wars: 
Adventures in Wild Space.” 


Star Wars: Adventures in Wild 
Space, novels aimed at younger 
readers, was published in the 

U.K. by Egmont and by Disney 
Lucasfilm Press in the United States 
between 2016 and 2018. The series 
followed the adventures of orphans 
Milo and Lina Graf during the rise 
of the Empire. Alternating books 
with author Tom Huddleston, Scott 
wrote four Adventures in Wild 


Space, including the U.K. number 
one bestseller, The Escape. 

For Scott, his adventure in Wild 
Space was just the beginning. “Star 
Wars Celebration came to London 
in 2016, where we launched Wild 
Space. I was asked to be on the 
publishing panel, and that’s when 
I met Michael Siglain. Mike has 
been a champion of my work 
within Star Wars. We bonded over 


our love of classic horror movies, 
comics, and obviously, Star Wars. 
At Celebration, he said, ‘We’re 
hoping you’re going to write some 
more stuff for us.’” 

That hope has manifested over 
the last five years, seeing Scott’s 
Star Wars journey continue along 
myriad paths, taking in Choose 
Your Own Destiny books, including 
A Han and Chewie Adventure; 


contributions to both volumes 

of From A Certain Point of View, 
feature-length audio drama in 
Dooku: Jedi Lost, and the IDW 
anthology comic books Star Wars 
Adventures and Vader's Castle. For 
Star Wars Adventures Annual #1, 
Scott fulfilled a long-held hope to 
return Star Wars Legends comic 
character Jaxxon to current Star 
Wars lore, while Vader’s Castle was 
an opportunity to indulge his love 
of horror. 

“Vader's Castle came from Mike 
Siglain and I talking about horror at 
San Diego. We were talking about 
our love of Christopher Lee and 


STAR WARS INSIDER / 39 


Peter Cushing, and how it would 
be great to see Tarkin and Dooku 
together, and fantastic if it was 

like a Frankenstein story. We started 
throwing around this idea of Tarkin 
creating a clone of Dooku.” 

During this period, Project 
Luminous was taking shape. 
Following the initial invite to join 
the ‘Luminous Five’ in 2018, Scott 
joined his fellow writers for the 
first of two creative summits at 
Skywalker Ranch in 2018. 


Skywalker Ranch 

“It wasn’t The High Republic at 
that stage. It wasn’t even Project 
Luminous,” recalls Scott. “Loads 
of ideas came out of that week. 

I was sitting in a room with people 
whose work I knew, along with 
members of Story Group and 
Lucasfilm Publishing, and I was 

at Skywalker Ranch,” laughs Scott, 
thinking back to reading his first 
Star Wars comic as a kid back in 
1978. “That place that was created 
to be creative. 

“We went away from that first 
week with our pitch, and we were 
told to develop it into a 20-page 
document,” Scott remembers, 
outlining the creative process. 
“That went back and forth. We 
were invited back for a second week 
at the Ranch, where we broke the 
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story of The High Republic—the 
basic structure, what the phases 
would be. We had a weekly online 
meeting, but we didn’t know who 
was going to be writing what. We 
got to a point where the story 

was ready to go. Our assignments 
became to develop our corner. 
We're still working together; one 
person can’t just do something that 
has ramifications down the line. 
Everything has been developed by 
everyone, but you’re the lead writer 
on your particular thread.” 

The High Republic is set 
roughly 200 years before Star 
Wars: The Phantom Menace 
(1999), with the Jedi at the heart 
of an unprecedented time of peace 
in the galaxy. As Jedi Master Avar 
Kris takes her place as marshal of 
Starlight Beacon and young Jedi 
Keeve Trennis begins her next 
journey, dark forces are gathering. 
The first wave’s major releases, 
which each found a place on 
bestsellers lists around the world, 
included the novel Light of the 
Jedi by Charles Soule; Claudia 
Grey’s young adult novel Jnto 
the Dark, Justina Ireland’s Out 
of the Shadows; The High Republic 
Adventures comic from IDW, 
written by Daniel José Older; and 
alongside his best-selling run on 
Marvel’s The High Republic, July 
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saw the publication of Scott’s novel, 
The Rising Storm. 


Creating Keeve 
“Tt felt full circle,” says Scott 
of taking on the Marvel comic. 
“Keeve Trennis was in my very first 
pitch, she’s been there since the 
beginning. Avar Kris came from 
two characters; I created a character 
who was marshal of Starlight, and 
Charles created a character who 
was going to be a protagonist in 
Light of the Jedi. We thought, ‘Let’s 
make her the same character.’ It 
seemed a logical thing to do. 

“Ario is a genius,” Scott says 
of The High Republic comic’s 
penciller, Ario Anindito. “On our 
first Zoom call, he was sitting 
there in his trademark bowler hat, 
wearing a monkey-lizard on his 
shoulder. Like every comic I’ve ever 
worked on, I go in with an idea of 
the story. As soon as you see the 
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art, you think, ‘Hang on a 
minute. That element’s more 
important’ It was just me and 
Ario, then Mark Morales came 
in to do inks and Annalisa 
Leoni the colors. The team has 
grown as that first issue came 
together.” 

Issue #1 of Scott’s The 
High Republic comic logged 
more than 200,000 pre-orders, 
leading to second, third, and 
fourth printings. “Because 
we're a team, a success for one 
thread can only be a success 
for the others,” says Scott, 
delighted at the mark The 
High Republic has made on 


the Star Wars galaxy. “Now the job 
starts,” he adds. 

Scott’s The High Republic novel 
debut, The Rising Storm (released 
by Del Rey in June to rave reviews), 
is just one of multiple projects from 
the author that are set to arrive in 
the coming months. These include 
two August releases—an [DW 
graphic novel entitled The Monster 
of Temple Peak, with artist Rachel 
Stott, and the full-cast Del Rey audio 
drama Jempest Runner. 

“The launch has been successful 
and wonderful,” he says, looking 
back over a project nearly three 
years in the making. “More than we 
could ever have dreamt of. But that’s 
the launch. We’ve got to take the 
fact that people have embraced The 
High Republic and continue creating 
great stories so people keep coming 
back. We are committed to these 
stories and, hopefully, we’re going to 
be around for a long time.” 
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Previously: 

Violence had been the last thing 
anyone expected from the learned 
scientists who’d gathered on Starlight 
Beacon for the Galactic Agricultural 
Alliance’s annual conference, yet 
Velko Jahen and Ghal Tarpfen had 
already intervened to stop one brutal 
fight, only to be faced with an even 
bigger outbreak.... 


elko Jahen, 
administrator 
of Starlight 
Beacon, ran 
down the 
concourse after 
Ghal Tarpfen, 
Starlight’s 
head of 
security, the Mon Calamari setting 

a brutal pace. 

“All units, I repeat, all units, please 
respond to the dining hall. There is a riot 
in progress.” The voice in Velko’s comm 
piece, Jedi Master Estala Maru, remained 
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“Still feeling it’s maybe ‘rude’ to 
shoot our guests?” Ghal asked drily. 
Not moments before they’d had to 
stop a brawl on the main concourse, 
and Velko had been horrified by Ghal 
shooting the combatants. Not with 
a full-powered blaster bolt but a stun 
bolt designed for just such things. It 
had been, in hindsight, a quick way 
to pry order from chaos. 

“No, I think perhaps it’s our best 
option. Unless you have other ideas?” 

“Perhaps we can be of some 
assistance?” said a gentle voice. 

Velko turned to find half a dozen Jedi 
standing behind her. There were few 
she recognized, but no surprise there. 
The Jedi were always coming and going, 
and trying to keep track of all of them 
on Starlight at any given time was like 
trying to count stars while in hyperspace. 

“Administrator Velko,” said the 
closest one, stepping forward. She 
recognized the dark-skinned human: 
Gil Jaretto, a Jedi Master visiting from 
Dubraib, a watery planet on the frontier. 


“Deploying crowd suppression,” 
the droid replied. A spigot extended 
from its chest, foam spewing out in an 
arc as it trundled into the dining facility. 
“Thirty seconds until full suppression.” 

“Cut off air filtration to the 
dining hall,” Ghal ordered into her 
communications earpiece. To the group 
crowding the doorway she said, “We 
need to take a step back.” 

Velko caught a glimpse of the foam 
expanding to fill the place, a floral scent 
tickling her nose before the doors slid 
closed. She smiled tightly at the Jedi, 
who nodded in acknowledgement, an 
awkward silence hanging over the group 
until the right time had elapsed. 

The doors slid back open, revealing 
nearly a hundred agricultural scientists 
of different species completely covered 
in foam and sleeping soundly. 

“Master Gil, thank you so much for 
your help. Would you and the rest of 
the Jedi mind patrolling the hallways 
to make sure there are no other violent 
outbreaks? Ghal and I can oversee this 


“DEPLOYING CROWD SUPPRESSION,” THE 
DROID REPLIED. A SPIGOT DEPLOYED FROM ITS 
CHEST, FOAM SPEWING OUT IN AN ARC. 


calm and unbothered. That was okay, 
as Velko was upset enough for the both 
of them. 

Velko burst into the dining facility 
a few seconds after Ghal, only to slide 
to a stop. When Master Maru had said 
“riot,” Velko hadn’t really understood 
what he’d meant by that. She’d expected 
to find people smashing displays and 
ransacking things. But the scene before 
her was less of a riot and more a brawl: 
a Devaronian woman punched a 
Czerialan man before being tackled 
from behind by a human. A Mirialan 
in a hoverchair yelled in rage before 
speeding toward a hapless Ugnaught 
who managed to dive out of the 
way moments before being hit, 
the hoverchair smashing into the 
wall instead. 

Everywhere in the room people were 
fighting. And not just any people—these 
were the scientists who had gathered 
on Starlight Beacon for the Galactic 
Agricultural Alliance conference. 
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“Perhaps it would be best to let us handle 
this matter?” 

“AS long as you can restrain the 
scientists without anyone getting 
injured,” Velko said. Gil bowed his head 
in respect and the knot of Jedi stepped 
forward, hands raised toward the group 
in the dining facility. For a moment the 
melee beyond continued before everyone 
froze, expressions slack. 

“Oh, thank the stars—“ Velko began, 
before the fighting broke out once again, 
the Jedi frowning with effort as they tried 
to calm the combatants beyond. 

Ghal made a noise of derision and 
shrugged. “I think that ship has left 
the docking bay,” she said, gesturing 
to the full-scale brawl just beyond 
the threshold. “But no, Jedi, this is 
something we can handle. Ateseven!” 

A security droid, one that had 
appeared as the Jedi were responding, 
lumbered forward. 

“Deploy non-lethal crowd 
suppression,” Ghal ordered. 


with the med team,” Velko murmured, 
ignoring the look of triumph the Mon 
Cal sent her. 

“Absolutely, Administrator Jahen.” 
The Jedi walked away, and Velko sighed. 

“We need to get every one of these 
people examined. This isn’t how civilized 
scientists behave. Something caused this. 
Something deliberate.” 

“You don’t think an entire contingent 
of scientists devolved into a slugfest 
over the proper way to irrigate a crop of 
khema?” Ghal muttered sarcastically. 

“No,” Velko replied. “And we need to 
find out what it was before someone gets 
themselves killed.” 


“T have taken samples from about 
half of the combatants,” stated Doctor 
Gino’le, the Anacondan in charge of the 
medcenter, his prosthetic metal arms 
waving around in agitation. “Every 
reading is completely normal.” 


“Nothing unusual?” Ghal asked. 
“That seems odd.” 

Having suspected some kind of toxin, 
airborne or imbibed through food or 
liquid, Ghal had dispatched med teams 
to run sensor sweeps on the shuttles the 
scientists had arrived on, the quarters 
they’d been given, everywhere that 
members of the Agricultural Alliance 
had congregated, but nothing had been 
found, save for the soporific compounds 
left over from the foam the security droid 
had dispersed. 

“T can only surmise that whatever 
they were exposed to, if indeed they 
were, has a very short half-life, breaking 
down quickly in the circulatory system. 
Even some of my patients with slower 
metabolisms have returned normal 
readings. So, I’m afraid I do not have 
a good explanation for you.” 

“Frustrating,” Ghal growled. 

Doctor Gino’le gave Ghal a smile. 
“The good news is that the two you 
stunned are now awake. You can 
question them, if you would like.” 
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“Y’m Administrator Velko Jahen. 

I work here on Starlight, and I am in 
charge of overseeing the agricultural 
conference. Maybe we can figure out 
what happened to you?” 

“That would be ideal, Administrator. 
Iam Doctor Prot Xan, a biologist from 
Hyko Academy on Hosnian Prime. This 
is highly unusual.” 

“T agree,” Velko said, giving the 
Amani a smile in the hope it would 
diffuse the tension already creeping into 
their conversation. “Can you tell me 
what you remember?” 

“Yomo and I had secured our lodgings 
and were on the way to dinner when 
we decided to take a tour through the 
gardens, off the main concourse. We 
were walking, and then Yomo said 
something... I’m not sure what, to be 
honest. I just felt annoyed, and then 
angry, and the next thing I remember 
I woke up here.” 

“Which gardens were you in? Was it 
the exhibition gardens or the meditation 
garden? Do you remember seeing any 


Ithorian, but he is my oldest friend. 
We went to university together. He was 
the one who convinced me to turn my 
molecular biology focus to agricultural. 
Oh dear, oh dear. This is simply out 

of character for Yomo! He’s a brilliant 
scientist, but a fighter he is not.” 

Velko asked the doctor a few 
more questions, but learned nothing 
conclusive, his distress overshadowing 
his answers. Trying not to let her 
frustration show, she thanked the 
Amani and made her way to the 
medcenter lobby, where she found 
Ghal waiting. 

“Well, that was a waste of time,” 
Ghal said with a burbling sound that 
Velko took as the Mon Calamari 
equivalent of a sigh. 

“Maybe not. Did Doctor Yomo 
remember anything beyond the 
flowering vines and a visit to the 
gardens?” 

Ghal shook her head. “No, which is 
useless. A plant? How could a plant cause 
all of this?” 


VELKO HAD LIVED MOST OF HER LIFE 
FIGHTING AN ENDLESS WAR, AND SHE KNEW HOW 
QUICKLY THE PEACE COULD BREAK. 


The Ithorian and the Amani 
were resting in separate wards of the 
medcenter, kept apart just in case of 
further violence, restraining straps 
securing them to their beds. Velko and 
Ghal didn’t have time to waste, so they 
split up—Velko talking to the Amani 
while Ghal spoke with the Ithorian. If 
the aggression spread across the entire 
station, there was no telling what might 
happen. Velko had lived most of her life 
fighting an endless war, and she knew 
how quickly the peace could break. She 
wouldn’t let mayhem reign on Starlight. 

“What happened to me? Why am I 
restrained?” the Amani croaked as Velko 
entered the room, the green-yellow skin 
of his body glistening with slime, his 
long arms and overly large hands both 
secured at his side. The tip of his tail 
twitched in irritation. 

“You were in a fight,” Velko said. 
“Don’t you remember?” 

“T remember naught,” The Amani 
replied, confused. 


Jedi?” Both were impressive, but only 
two of many, the plants supplementing 
the atmosphere scrubbers in keeping 
Starlight’s air fresh. The Jedi tended to 
frequent the quieter meditation garden. 

“No Jedi, but I do remember 
something. Yomo wanted to find the 
submission from Professor Glenna Kip, 
a hybrid version of johta, one that 
was supposed to be hardier and easier 
to cultivate, especially created for arid 
climates. I believe we found it, although 
now I am uncertain. There was a flower, 
on a series of vines, with a scent that 
reminded me of home and the hunts.” 
Doctor Xan leaned back, closing his eyes, 
and breathing evenly. “Ahhh, what a 
wonderful time that was.” 

Doctor Xan straightened, the Amani’s 
beady black eyes suddenly alert. “You 
said I was in a fight? Who was the other 
combatant?” 

“An Ithorian. I believe it was your 
friend, Yomo?” 

“Yomo? Oh dear! Yes, Yomo is an 


“Y’m not sure, but perhaps there’s 
something on the plant. A stowaway, 
so to speak. There was a human girl 
with a strange plant. I think it might 
be somehow involved.” 

Ghal shrugged. “Perhaps. Let’s go 
check it out.” 

Ghal and Velko walked through 
three different gardens before they 
found the flowering vines that Doctor 
Xan had mentioned. They had 
wrapped themselves around several of 
the surrounding trees and plants and 
seemed out of place, even though Velko 
recognized them. 

“Just as I thought. We need to find 
the girl who brought that plant in 
yesterday. I saw her in the maintenance 
stairway.” 

“Have you been slacking on your 
fitness regime again?” Ghal asked, and 
Velko shrugged. 

“T’ve been busy.” 

Ghal studied the twisting vines 
pensively. “I’m no expert on surface 
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plants, but isn’t that quite a bit of growth 
in just a few hours?” 

“An unprecedented amount of 
growth. I would be worried that this was 
a Drengir, but the fact that we’ve been 
standing here for a few minutes and it 
hasn’t tried to eat us puts that idea to 
rest.” Velko cautiously stepped closer 
to one of the vines. It didn’t writhe, 
not like the Drengir she’d seen, but it 
did seem active. 

“Careful,” Ghal called, seemingly 
from far away. 

A woodsy citrus scent tickled Velko’s 
nose. She blinked once, and again. The 
plant before her shifted and transformed, 
suddenly taking on a monstrous shape. 

“Drengir!” she gasped, reaching for 
her blaster. But the weapon was gone, 
nothing at her side at all. 

Another blink and Velko was no 
longer on Starlight Beacon. Instead, 
she was back on Soika, her platoon 
advancing on some hill defenses while 
blaster fire rained down all around her. 

“Velko! Stop standing there and take 
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The man dissolved, and just as 
quickly as she had fallen into the 
nightmare, Velko found herself back in 
the gardens. Ghal stood nearby, gingerly 
checking her jaw wasn’t broken, her 
usually annoyed expression somehow 
bemused. 

“Impressive, Administrator Jahen. 

I didn’t think you had it in you.” 

Velko blinked again. A voice, Rodor 
Keen maybe, said, “She’s still a bit 
confused. Can you hit her once more?” 

A mist fell over Velko, cool and 
calming. And her confusion drained 
away. “I’m on Starlight?” 

“You are.” Rodor Keen stepped 
forward, a kind smile on his face. Behind 
Rodor stood a strange woman, her 
green skin laced through with silver 
lines. There was a vague reptilian look 
to her, and her head was wrapped with 
a turban, her lab coat splattered with a 
host of multihued compounds. 

“What happened? One moment I was 
fighting a Drengir, and then I was back 
on Soika...” Velko trailed off, her head 


frontier. Not to mention the value of 
knowing more about the Drengir in 
case there are future challenges.” 

“We had a riot in the dining hall,” 
Velko said, voice flat. 

“Yes, and my apologies for that,” 
Professor Kip said with a slight bow. 
“Avon?” 

The small human girl with the deep 
brown skin that Velko recognized from 
seemingly a lifetime ago ran over. 

“Avon, do you still have that salt 
block I gave you?” 

“Yes, Professor Kip,” the girl said 
with a smile, producing it from her 
pocket. Kip buried the salt in the pot, 
and immediately the flowers began to 
wither and die. In less than a minute 
the whole plant had withered, leaving 
behind nothing but a dead leaves and 
brown twigs. 

“Johto is incredibly difficult to grow 
beyond the atmosphere of its home 
planet, and salt has an immediate 
effect on it. I’ve given the component 
list of the neutralizing compound to 


*DRENGIR!” SHE GASPED, REACHING FOR HER 
BLASTER. BUT THE WEAPON WAS GONE, NOTHING 


the blasted hill so we can knock out that 
heavy cannon.” 

Velko turned to see Adjutant Captain 
Aila Gris yelling at her just before a 
blaster bolt found its mark. Aila was 
thrown back a meter, dead before her 
body hit the ground. 

“No, no, no.” Velko panicked, pulling 
at her hair. How was she back here? 
Hadn’t she done everything she could 
to get as far away from this place as 
possible? She had to get out of here, and 
like so many other bad memories on 
Thyrsus, the only way out was through. 

Velko landed a fist in the nearest 
combatant. But the man didn’t go down. 
Instead, he roared and dove at her. Velko 
crouched, ready for the attack. She would 
kill anyone who stood in her way. 

The man charged forward, but when 
she kicked out at him he caught her 
foot and spun her around, throwing her 
into a column. Velko stood, angry and 
confused. Why was there a column on 
the battlefield? 
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pounding. “Was that all in my head?” 
“A hallucination, I’m afraid. Caused 
by the johto bloom. Apologies, it 
wasn’t supposed to bloom here, I was 
still working on that, ah, less desirable 
property.” The strange woman said. 
Rodor cleared his throat. “Velko, 
this is Professor Glenna Kip. She’s the 
scientist who created this hybrid. The 
aggression we’ve been experiencing is a 
side effect of her splicing the johto flower 
with a less violent strain of the Drengir.” 
“Are you serious?” Velko demanded, 
her rage rising once more, this time with 
an actual target. 
“That’s what I said,” Ghal muttered, 
shooting the professor a murderous look. 
“The Drengir’s return reminded me of 
a similar project I had once undertaken, 
although last time I will say the outcome 
was not so... fertile,” the professor 
attempted a smile. “The Republic thinks 
the hardiness exhibited by the Drengir 
could be useful in growing crops on 
some of the less fertile planets on the 


your environmental engineers, so there 
should be no further ill effects from the 
blossoms.” 

Velko couldn’t agree with the 
professor. She still felt shaky and out of 
sorts from reliving the memory of the 
assault on Qunatos. It would be some 
time before she would feel anything 
close to normal. 

“Tf you spliced Drengir plant material 
with an existing crop, what’s to stop 
others from doing the same?” Ghal 
demanded. “It’s hard enough when they 
infect the living, now we have to worry 
about them seeding themselves?” 

“Oh no, that won’t happen,” 
Professor Kip said with a dismissive 
wave. “I’ve tried creating seeds from 
the Drengir, and it has proven utterly 
impossible. They cannot be seeded 
anywhere. Limiting their spread is one 
of the things the Alliance has gathered 
to discuss, and our data indicates that 
they never, ever seed themselves.” 

Velko wasn’t convinced, but she had 
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a pounding headache and the last place 
she wanted to be was anywhere near 
plants, or experts on them. 
Ghal clapped a heavy hand on Velko’s 
shoulder. “Come on. You look like you 
could do with a drink, and I’m not 
talking tarine tea.” 
“What about the Galactic Agricultural 
Alliance?” Rodor called after Ghal and 
Velko as they walked away. “They’ve 
barely gotten settled in!” 
“T'll tell Professor Qwasa to find you 
if she has any questions,” Velko replied. 
“T really want you to show me that 
punch again, when you’re up to it,” 
Ghal confided. 
Velko winced “I’m really very sorry 
about that,” she said. * 
“Don’t be,” Ghal laughed, a strange 
chuffing sound from her throat. “It’s the 
first time I’ve liked you.” 


THE END 
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